My gratitude goes in full measure to the many artists, colleagues,
critics, newspaper men and women, some of whose names appeal
in these pages, and to the unnumbered good people, down to and
including the chef at Fouquefs, who have helped to maJce my
first thirty years as an impresario so richly satisfying.

I make my deepest obeisance, however, to those who quietly and
almost anonymously have walked beside me during some of these
years: to Mae Frohman, my good right hand, who has held me back
by the coattails from many a brink and spurred me to climb to new
heights, sharing my crises no less than my triumphs; to soft-speak-
ing, .sharp-thinking Marks Levine, whose wisdom it has been my
privilege to en/oy for a decade and a half; to Gerald Goode, the
demon head of my publicity department for fifteen years, with
whom even my disagreements were electrifying; to my present pub-
licity man, Barry Hyams, and to my entire office staff; to L. E.
JBehymer who traveled 3,000 miles, at the beginning of my Hippo
drome era, to call on me at my desk space in 220 West 42nd Street,
and see what I was made of; to the managers from coast to coast
whose names are too many to mention here though never too
many for me to remember and cherish. With their help I look for-
ward to another thirty years of adventure in the world of good
entertainment.

s. HUROK